chapter XIX
FORMOSA
O
N the train that took me from Keelung, the principal
port of Northern Formosa, to Taihoku, the Capital, I
had the compartment to myself, but not for long. The
sliding door at the end of the carriage opened. • A man entered
and sat down opposite to me. It was quite evident that he was
not a first-class passenger. Over the top of my newspaper I
looked at him. He was young, swarthy and he squinted. He
had moreover an evil countenance. His European clothes were
unkempt and much worn. To what nationality he belonged it
was impossible to say—one thing was certain, he had aboriginal
blood, with a soupfony like bitters in a cocktail, of Chinese
admixture. His visage was a permanent scowl. I felt that he
was regarding me with interest, but I could not be sure for while
one eye peered in my direction the other scanned the landscape
through the carriage window. Fascinated, I surreptitiously
watched him. From time to time he licked his lips, I had heard
much of the brazen audacity of the Formosa head-hunters and
their amazing methods of adding to their collections. The
thought crossed my mind that this evil-looking person was
intent upon the acquisition of my unfortunate and unattractive
skull. Suddenly he said, in excellent English :
" You have arrived by the steamer ? "
" I have," I replied.
" You are going to Taihoku ? "
" I am."
" I ought," he went on, " to have been there overnight but
the delay in the arrival of the steamer detained me, I am late,
My work at the dock-railway kept me. I should have been at
early service in Taihoku, You see, I play the harmonium in
.chapel"
Our steamer was late for we had experienced the outer edge
of a typhoon between Kobe and Keelung but warned by the
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